the door for him Ungcrn stopped on the threshold, hesi-
tated, and went back on his tracks He ran over the end
of his order until he came to the words 'Blessed is he
that waiteth, and cometh to the thousand three hundred
and five and thnty days* With a stroke of his pen, he
struck out cand five9 He was going to beat Daniel's
prophecy by five days

His division was drawn up in the square The horse-
men were clad in navy-blue Mongol robes They were
armed with sabres and carbines, and held the lashes of
their whips m their hands, with the butts resting on their
stirrups The different squadrons were distinguished by
the colours of their caps green for the Tatars, yellow for
the Transbaikahans, scarlet for the Baron's staff

The chaplain of the Russian consulate snuffled through
the Mass  Horses and men champed at the bit
'Division, ready1*

The priest was still swinging his censer when the
trumpets sounded the call 'Boot, saddle, to horse and
away! *

'At the trot, as you arc, in column of threes, forward''
The division got on the march  The sun picked out the
motley colours of caps, the silver of shoulder-straps, the
band's brass instruments, and Ungern's yellow robe as
he rode along the column, shouting

'Greeting, Transbaikahans1 Greeting, Tatars1 Greet-
ing, Bunats' Greeting, Tibetans!>

Urga was left behind, and the Mongols came out into
the streets again
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